CHAPTER VII

MERABLE were Gregorys thoughts and memories during
wo days' journey from the front to his native village.
____d to remain alone in the steppe with his grief, with his
importunate thoughts of Xatalia, he took Prokhor Zykov
with him. As soon as they were clear of the village in which
his squadron was quartered Gregor turned to talking of the
war, recalling how he had served in the Twelfth Regiment
on the Austrian front, how they had marched into Rumania,
how they had fought the Germans. He talked on and on
without stopping, recalling all kinds of absurd incidents in
* which their comrades of the regiment had been involved,
and laughing. . , .
At first, amazed at Gregor's unusual garrulity, the simple-
minded Prokhor took astonished sidelong glances at him.
But then he guessed that Gregor was trying to find relief
from his oppressive thoughts in these memories of past days,
and helped to keep the conversation going with, perhaps,
unnecessary effort. As he was telling of the time he had
spent in Chernigov hospital Prokhor happened to glance at
Gregor, and saw the tears streaming down his swarthy
cheeks. Prokhor respectfully dropped back a few yards,
.and rode behind for half an hour. Then he again drew level,
and tried to talk about some casual, insignificant matter.
But Gregor did not take up the conversation. So they
trotted along until noonday, in silence, side by side, stirrup
to stirrup,
Gregor hurried along desperately. Despite the heat he
kept his horse at a sharp trot, then broke into a gallop, and
only occasionally slowed him down into a walking pace. He
did not call a halt until noon, when the vertical rays of the
sun began to burn intolerably. Then he stopped in a ravine
and unsaddled his horse, turning him loose to graze. He
went off into the shade, stretched himself face downward,
and lay so until the heat began to abate. They gave the
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